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27 ABY


Alpha Base, Morroth


Jusadih System





	What am I doing here? Vivackus was cold. The climate controls of Alpha Base claimed to keep the compound at 21 degrees, but Vivackus suspected they were malfunctioning. The cold seemed to seep through the walls, permeating the entire place. Snow and ice coated the walls two stories high, the concrete and durasteel probably just didn't have proper insulation. It had been several weeks since he had been assigned to House Satal Keto of Clan Plagueis and Vivackus had hoped he'd have adjusted to the climate by now.  





	The Novice stood at attention in the office of the Quaestor. Among the most recent class of graduates from the Shadow Academy: two humans, a Twi'lek, Kel Dor, and a vaguely humanoid female whose species Vivackus did not know, he was not among friends. The Headmaster had made a great effort to stamp out feelings of arrogance among students, having murdered a random new student at the induction ceremony using shocking – and in Vivackus' opinion, arbitrary – levels of violence. All that effort had seemed to evaporate once the students formally graduated. Every new Journeyman who had made the trip to the Jusadih system with Vivackus seemed to posses enough ego for Hutt.





	None of them liked Viv, and the feeling was mutual. Sure, Vivackus played lip service to the philosophy, “peace is a lie, there is only passion,” and he knew better than to object to any of the numerous displays of cruelty he had witnessed, but the young Jedi was surrounded by predators. The knew he was not like them; they could sense it. Violence between recruits had been strictly forbidden in the Shadow Academy. Vivackus did not delude himself with the lie that he could have fooled any of the teachers, but they never deigned to call attention to the fact. And so his fellow students did the only thing they could: they seethed. They whispered behind his back and formed a social group without him.





	The situation had not improved since graduation. Vivackus was the only one amongst them who had been been promoted in rank so far, and it had happened twice. Since achieving the rank of Acolyte several days ago, Vivackus had taken to barricading the door of his quarters in addition to locking it before going to sleep, worried that the others would come for him at night, the moratorium against violence having not been explicitly stated in House Satal Keto.





	What am I doing here?





	The Quaestor was not a large man, wrinkles across his forehead telling the tale of his advancing age. He dressed in simple Sith robes, forgoing many of the accoutrements of his station. The office was likewise unadorned. Clearly this Equite valued function over form. They had been standing a attention for several minutes and the Quaestor had yet to speak, his cold gaze shifting between them. What he was searching for, Vivackus could not know. Several of the others had begun to fidget uncomfortably.





	In his short time in the Brotherhood, Vivackus had observed that, excluding the less obvious distinctions of order, there were two kinds of Dark Jedi: those that wore their thoughts and feelings on their sleeve and those that concealed them. Only the latter group were truly dangerous. Vivackus had first seen Kal Vorrac in person but five minutes ago, and it was clear that he was one of the dangerous ones.





	The Quaestor's gaze fell upon Vivackus. The Journeyman returned it, unflinching. Even within the Dark Brotherhood, true evil was surprisingly rare. Vices and addiction were commonplace. Wrath, jealousy, and pride even more so. Few possessed true calculating malevolence. Vivackus suddenly knew why he was cold.





	If I were somehow able to kill him right now, the Galaxy would be a better place.





	Kal shifted his attention to the man beside Viv before finally speaking. “Brotherhood statistics show that among you, only one will live long enough to attain the rank of Dark Jedi Knight. Which means,” The Warrior continued with a hint of distaste, “that I'm wasting my time with the other five of you. Would anyone like to save their Quaestor some time?”





	The hair on the back of Vivackus' neck stood on end. Was Kal really saying what it sounded like? Vivackus' hand brushed by his belt, although his heart sank at the realization that he had left all all his weapons back in his quarters. He was completely unarmed. 





	Lathaar, the Twi'lek stood to Vivackus' right side. On his left was the Kel Dor, Thol. Two followers. Neither would make the first move. The hairless humanoid with orange skin and a long face was an unknown quantity, but they were standing on the far end. Enough time for him to react. That left the two other humans, Darion and Lourey. One of them would make the first move... unless Vivackus did himself. Vivackus gabbed the back of Thol's robes and called on the Force, throwing the Kel Dor away against the wall, just in time to see the glint of steel slide from Darion's sleeve. He stepped forward. 








*





28 ABY





	Crack! The leather cord bit into Vivackus forearm as he offered a futile defense, crouched on the floor of the training room. Red droplets splattered across his face and on the dull durasteel surface.





	“Pathetic.”





	Vivackus struggled to his feet, but was met with an invisible force against his stomach, knocking him back to his knees. 





	What am I doing here?





	“At this rate, you will die.” Was it a threat or a statement of fact? “Stop indulging weakness. Do what you need to do.”





	Upon reaching the rank of Protector, Kal had formally taken Vivackus as his apprentice. This was the third training session, and the Sith Warrior was becoming increasingly brutal. “What do you want from me?” Vivackus blurted.





	Not that question, apparently. The whip cracked again, this time coiling around Vivackus' neck. Kal gave a tug as the Protector gasped for air. 





	“You're afraid, Kavon. Not of death, not of weakness, not even of me. You're afraid of yourself.”





	Darkness began to creep in from the corner of his eyes as Vivackus struggled for air. 





	No.





	Vivackus latched onto that defiance.  Not here, not now, not this inglorious manner. He wanted to survive. To thrive. To kill Kal. With that emotion, a surge of energy flowed through Vivackus' muscles. Gripping the whip and wrenching it from Kal's grasp while simultaneously knocking the Quaestor back with a telekinetic blast.





	The Journeyman coughed as air rushed back into his lungs. Gazing up at his foe across the training room floor, Vivackus saw a slight grin forming in the corner of his master's mouth. A red beam beam ignited from Kal's right hand. Vivackus dove across the floor for his own armory lightsaber.





*





38 ABY


Somewhere in the Outer Rim


The Anchorage Bridge





	People parted, and stood in a rigid salute as he passed. Vivackus wasn't quite sure that he liked the attention. A part of the new Consul longed to slink back into the shadows. The shadows suited him. They offered protection. Obfuscation. His new title felt more like a target.





	“Sir?”





	Vivackus Kavon di Plagia looked out at the stars through the window. The reflection in the glass caught his eye. A man looked back at him that Vivackus barely recognized. It was the eyes.. or was it what was behind them? Did he always look so... sinister?





	“Sir?”





	Vivackus blinked. There was someone standing next to him. An intelligence officer by the insignia, and shaking visibly.





	“Sir... I'm sorry. I can't find him.”





	Vivackus frowned. “When did the trail go cold?”





	“A year or so ago, my Lord. We have contradictory reports over the last twelve months. Intel saying he is in two places at once. Known former associates dark. And absolutely nothing in the the last few weeks.”





	I'd been gone for too long. Lost the scent. He's toying with me.





	Where had Kal Vorrac gone? Disappeared without a trace. Not even Aabsdu's resignation as Consul had brought him out. Kal's absence had certainly solidified Vivackus' own shot at the mantle of the Dread Lord. Had Kal miscalculated... or was this part of his plan?





	The intelligence officer was still standing by his side. “Dismissed.” Vivackus said simply, and the man did not need to be told twice. The previous Dread Lord had a penchant for violence against subordinates when angered. Vivackus personally found such displays counterproductive. Too many Dark Jedi had a very primitive view of motivation. Fear was not a uniformly persuasive tool, and often backfired.





	You're out there somewhere. And I'm going to find you And when I do, I'm going to kill you.





